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THE  JOURNEY'S  END 


In  a  grimy  garret  lying,  gaunt  from  pain, 

Promised  joys  of  Easter  scorning, 

On  one  sunny  Sabbath  morning, 
Was  a  tired  woman  dying.    Long'  had  lain 
This  tired  woman,  who  was  crying  death  to  gain. 

Round  her  cavern'd  eyes  were  given,  plain  to  read, 

Marks  and  mem'ry-haunting  traces 

Time  secretes  o'er  women's  faces, 
Who— by  man  and  nature  driven,  trapp'd  by  need- 
Feverish  lives  of  sin  unshriven  madly  lead. 

Marbling  fingers,  linking  tightly,  downward  presst 
Close  upon  her  lips  a  gleaming 
Tress  of  hair— for  thus  her  dreaming 
Shaped  a  tiny  head,  once  nightly  croon'd  to  rest 
With  its  wealth  of  gold  lain  lightly  'thwart  her  breast 
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THE  JOUENEY'S  END 


Brooding  Btillness,  deep,  surrounding,  mused  her  doom. 

She  received  not  even  pity 

From  that  cruel  and  teeming  city ! 
Whence  a  muffled  roar  came  sounding  thro'  the  room — 
Rising,  falling,  as  the  grounding  surges'  boom. 

Soon,  thro'  smutted  window  creeping,  broke  a  gleam — 

God's  own  sunlight,  warm,  caressing, 

Sweet  as  Heaven's  wordless  blessing : 
And  the  woman  check'd  her  weeping,  ceased  to  dream, 
While  she  watch'd  the  dust-motes  leaping  down  the 
beam; 

Leaping,  dancing,  ever  dancing  to  and  fro — 

While  she  gazed,  of  beauty  vanish'd 

Subtle  signs,  as  yet  unbanish'd 
From  her  face,  like  some  entrancing  afterglow, 
Grew  more  dainty  'neath  th'  advancing  pallor's  flow. 

Once  had  love  been  hers  to  measure.    Life  had  smiled. 

And  in  ecstasy  array'd  her ; 

Lured  her  forth :  and  love  betray'd  her — 
Left  her  robb'd  of  maiden's  treasure — sin-beguiled, 
Ruin'd  for  his  careless  pleasure — and  with-child : 
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Scorn,  not  pity,  Christ's-men  doled  her— till  she  fled : 

And  earth  'ove  beyond  all  other 

Came  to  her   .yho  proved  a  mother ; 
Came  and  pass'd,  and  left  her  colder  than  her  Dead. 
Then   from   drifting  who   would    hold    her— lacking 
bread  ? 


Oh,  the  plight 


Broken  each  clean  tie  that  bound  her. 

And  the  disappointments  endless 

Of  this  woman,  weak  and  friendless. 
That,  with  sunshine  lavish'd  round  her,  saw  no  Ught! 
Who,  ere  martyrdom  had  crown'd  her,  fled  the  fight. 

Man  and  nature  were  the  winners.    Driv'n  to  vice 

She  embraced  a  loathsome  slavery ! 

Daub'd,  and  deck'd  in  borrow'd  bravery, 
Lent  her  body  for  a  dinner's  paltry  price ! 
Flamed  to  passion  with  a  sinner's  heart  of  ice. 

Now  she  lay  alone  and  dying.    'Mid  her  dole. 

Came  the  ghosts  of  sin  to  haunt  her. 

Leprous  love  resurged  to  taunt  her — 
Bitter  scorn  her  thoughts  were  crying ;  like  a  scroll, 
All  her  past  was  open  lying  'fore  her  soul. 
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THE  JOURNEY'S  END 


Lo,  a  silence,  closely  pressing,  as  a  shroud 

Seem'd  to  fold  itself  around  her, 

Waxing  denser  and  profounder — 
While  the  sunbeam  brought  no  blessing  for  her  cow'd 
And  deaden'd  spirit,  by  distressing  terror  bow'd. 

Hope  had  waned  beyond  pretending,  past  recall : 

She  had  done  with  tinsell'd  glitter ! — 

Thus  her  eyes  grew  dark  and  bitter, 
And  she  tum'd,  her  arms  unbending,  toward  the  wall. 
Now  the  mockery  was  ending — that  was  all. 

When,  in  sudden  soft  begiunmg,  sweetly  fell 

Opening  notes  that  told  in  golden 

Words  of  joy  the  story  olden. 
That  the  world  new  heart  were  bringing  with   the 

swell 
Of  their  chiming,  with  the  singing  of  each  bell : 

Then,  the  silence  wholly  breaking,  outward  swept 

Carillons  for  Chiie*  ascended ! 

Fading,  gaining,  joyful,  splendid ; 
Sho>vers  of  melody  wide-shaking — for  wh«re  slept 
Each  hidden  echo,  there  awaking  music  leapt. 
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THE  JOURNEY'S  END  13 

Thro'  the  woman's  fitful  dozing  crept  the  air 

From  an  hymn  the  bells  were  playing ; 

And  the  known  tune,  random-straying, 
Broke  a  memory's  long  reposing — grown  aware, 
She,  her  startled  eyes  unclosing,  turn'd  to  stare. 

Seem'd  that  barren  room  with  gladness  quick  to  fill ! 

Trembling  words  of  joy  to  hover, 

Like  warm  angel-wings,  above  her — 
Routing  mocking  shapes  of  badness,  thoughts  of  ill, 
Swift  the  ghosts  of  sin  and  sadness  hushing  still. 

As  when  dawn,  at  last  arriving,  flings  his  rays, 
Backward  serried  shadows  driving,  misty  ways 

E'er  more  clear  from  night  come  stealing — 

O'er  her  soul,  its  fall  revealing. 
Flooded  memories,  reviving  former  days. 

Once  again  a  child  was  playing,  fancy-led, 

'Mong  the  verdant  homeland  meadows. 

Laughing  life  and  scorning  shadows : 
Once  again    dear    hands  were    straying    round    her 

head — 
While  a  mother's  heart  was  praying  o'er  her  bed : 
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Once  again  God's  light  in  gleaming  golden  showers 
Dimm'd  at  morn  her  maiden  dreaming ;  deckt  the  hours 

Of  each  joyful  day  so  fleeting : 

Once  again  witli  scented  greeting 
Plastic  spring,  with  pleasures  teeming,  woo'd  the 
flowers. 

Oh,  the  deep  and  sickening  yearning !    Where  to  seek 

Respite  from  her  wild  vain-longing  ? 

From  the  shadows  round  her  thronging  ?— 
None  to  meet  her  hunted  turning.     Wan  and  weak, 
Tears  of  misery  crept  burning  down  her  cheek. 

Clirist  is  risen  f  Christ  is  risen  !  rang  the  bells ; 

Hear  of  promised  life  immortal ! 

Broken  long  the  stony  'portal 
'Fore  the  tomb  that  could  not  prison  !  Orief  dispels  ! 
Christ  is  risen  !  Christ  is  risen  !  sang  the  bells. 

She'd  no  choice  but  hear  their  chiming.     Ne'er  forgot 

Memories  of  hallow'd  teaching 

Dimly  rose,  as  arms  outreaching : 
Tender  notes  were  downward  climbing;  flowers,  whose  lot 
To  lighten  gloom— squalor's  griming  soil'd  them  not. 
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Ceaselessly  the  bells  chimed,  calling  forth  her  soul: 

Oh,  repent !    For  mortal  sinning 

Chi-ist  has  died,  gweet  pardon  winning  ! 
Be  your  guilt  howe'er  appalling — seek  the  goal ! 
That  your  spirit,  hurt  and  falling,  shall  he  whole. 

E'er  could  her  sins  be  forgiven  ?    Long  and  dark 

Lay  the  page  of  her  wrong-doing — 

What  avail  a  death-bed  rueing  ? 
Thro'  what  grace  might  she  be  shriven  ?    Would  God 

hark? 
Could  from  her  soul  even  Heaven  cleanse  the  mark  ? 

Yet  the  Son  of  God  was  human— mortal  woe 

He  had  suffer'd,  naught-exempted ; 

Even  He  to  evil  tempted ! 
She  had  heard  a  brave  and  true  man  preaching  so— 
And  Christ  forgave  the  erring  woman,  long  ago. 

While  she  watch'd  the  clean  sky's  over-arching  blue, 

On  sweet  breath,  amid  her  sadness, 

Bore  the  spring  a  touch  of  gladness 
From  those  fields  of  fragrant  clover,  deckt  anew, 
That  she  once,  a  careless  rover,  wander'd  thro'. 
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She  would  see  the  wild  rose  blowing — nevermore. 

What  could  spring's  warm  pulses*  leaping 

Bring  to  her  ?  whose  life  was  creeping 
Down  the  outward  tide,  not  knowing  what  before, 
While  in  shadow  deeper-growing  dropp'd  the  shore. 

Found  all  life  in  death  an  ending  ?    That  were  peace : 

Slumber  dreamless  for  souls  tired  : 

I'crfect  rest — oh,  long  desired  ! 
Thus  her   sorrows,  deathward    tending,  soon    should 

cease. 
But — if  life,  by  death  ascending,  gain'd  increase  ? 

What  to  win  ?    Complete  damnation  ? — Some  had  said, 

"  All  from  sin  that  do  not  sever, 

'Mid  Hell-flame  shall  burn  for  ever : " 
She  had  yielded  'neath  temptation,  ne'er  it  fled — 
Yet  she  knew  *  ^  bring  salvation  Christ  had  bled. 

Sudden  stay'd  the  bells  their  chaunting ;  and  again, 

Memories  of  their  carol  holding, 

Closed  the  silence,  all-enfolding. 
Fear  and  doubt  her  soul  were  haunting :  on  her  brain 
And  on  her  body  was  hope-daunting  torment  lain. 
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Death  would  seek  her  'mid  the  gloaming— that  she 
guesst 

All  was  ending,  or  beginning : 

Through  death's  door— to  what  goal  winning  ? 
Was  her  doom  a  ceaseless  roaming,  conscience-presst  ? 
Or  would  she,  like  swallow  homing,  wing  to  rest  ? 

Swept  the  deep  love-longing  surging  o'er  her  heart : 

Lost,  unutterably  lonely— 

Oh,  the  joy !  if  she  might  only 
Ease  her  suffering,  gently  merging  all  or  part 
In  that  Love  that  waits  no  urging  to  upstart. 

Lo !  a  Power  within  to  wake  her  seem'd.    Distresst, 

All  unshriven  deathward  drifting, 

She,  her  soul  on  words  up-lifting, 
Laid  her  life  before  her  Maker — sin  confesst — 
Pray'd  that  God  in  pity  take  her,  giving  rest. 

Pray'd,  with  hot  repentance  glowing— nor  would  cease 
Till,  as  rain  from  heaven  falling 
Brings  God's  answer  to  earth's  calling. 
Thro'  her  soul  full  pardon  flowing,  brought  her  peace : 
While  more  close,  and  dearer  growing,  loom'd  release. 
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As,  to  Boul  and  body  weary,  coming  sleep 

Ever  drifts  in  langour  sweetly 

Ere  it  How  at  last  completely — 
Of  God's  mercy  ever- near  the  well-spring  deep 
Did  in  gentle  calm  her  dreary  suffering  steep. 

From  her  senses  will  was  lifting.    Floating  dim, 

Paeans  thro'  her  soul  were  tingling, 

Soft  with  dreamland  glories  mingling. 
Earthly  sound,  thro'  sptico  in  sifting,  grew  less  grim — 
While  the  glad  chimes,  downward  drifting,  toned  their 
hymn. 

Till  her  life's  dark  hours  had  wholly  outward  run, 
Till  of  night  gave  twilight  presage, 
Throbb'd  the  bells  their  saintly  message; 
And  their  last  notes,  drooping  lowly  with  the  sun, 
Seem'd  as  gold  threads  falling  slowly,  one  by  one. 


Her  hand  to  no  hand  was  clinging — stain'd  outcast ! 
Nor  were  loving  friends  around  her— 
Yet,  right  happy,  death  had  found  her : 
For  the  belLs  to  her  were  ringing  when  she  passt. 
Still  with  golden  notes  were  singing,  "  Peace  at  last ! " 
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When  sunset  gathers  the  fading  day, 

And  cool  breezes  are  lulling  the  vale ; 
When  a  drowsy  chime  rings  the  resting-time, 

And  homeward  the  la/'ng  oxen  trail ; 
When  the  drooping  flowf    .  have  drugg'd  to  peace 

Long  croon  of  the  wandering  bee, 
And  shadows  creep  from  the  forest  deep— 

My  heart  is  glad  with  thoughts  of  thee. 

When  softly  the  yearning  ocean  sings 
Her  songs  of  love  to  the  golden  sand, 

And  the  long-drawn  hiss  of  her  white  waves'  kiss 
Is  weaving  a  dream  for  the  slumbering  land ; 

When  the  moonbeams,  weary  of  idle  play, 
Lie  asleep  on  the  breast  of  the  sea. 

And  ships  gleam  white  in  the  witching  light— 

1  d.^am  a  fairy  dream  of  thee. 
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When  earth  and  heaven  in  silence  brood, 
And  seem  unspoken  words  to  bless ; 

When  the  dawn-clouds  iiush  in  deepening  blush 
Beneath  Aurora's  warm  caress : 

When  the  raptured  earth  bursts  forth  in  song, 
And  all  life  is  fair  and  glad  and  free, 

And  pleasure  is  born  with  the  summer  morn- 
Then  Love  and  I  go  seeking  thee. 
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A  LITTLE  WHILE 


O  hours,  for  childhood  garner'd  by  Delight ! 
Blithesome  from  throbbing  dawn  to  drowsy  night — 
Why  so  soon  died  ye  'neath  Time's  withering  touch  ? 
And  dying,  robb'd  from  each  'mazed  heart  so  much 
Of  all  earth-life  full  worth  of  living  made— 
Oh,  well  for  youth  none  whisper'd  ye  but  stay'd 
A  little  while ! 


0  casual  sunbeams— ye  that  pitying  fell 
Athwart  our  darken'd  after-path— right  well 
We  welcomed  you ;  and  thro'  stray'd  joyful  hours 
Cherish'd  in  tender  warmth  our  fancy's  flowers— 
Those  frail  dead  flowers— that  struggled  'mid  the  gloom, 
Born  of  past  light,  and  blossom'd  but  to  bloom 
A  little  while. 
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A  LITTLE  WHILE 


O  loves  that  join'd  us  'mid  the  upward  way, 
Who  shamed  our  sorrow ;  luring  us  to  stay 
Awhile  in  some  fair  bower  with  dreams  of  rest — 
Grateful  our  wearied  brows  of  that  dear  breast 
Whence  love  we  drew  in  fleeting  nectar-sips — 
Soft  memory  of  your  kisses  clothed  our  lips 
A  little  while. 


O  wordless  paeans  that,  like  angel's  call. 
Vibrant  across  our  drowsing  oft  would  fall ! 
Vain-longingly  we  struggled  ne'er  to  deem 
Your  ringing  glories  coinage  of  some  dream : 
Alas !  too  soon  would  silence  backward  roll — 
And  only  echoes  wander'd  thro'  our  soul 
A  little  while. 


Behold !  upon  our  sight  Old  Hopes  arise. 
O  trembling  shadows  from  wan  flame  that  dies ! 
Thin  quavering  voices  ye  will  scornful  raise 
To  mock,  amid  the  hush  of  ending  days, 
Hearing  Death's  hand  a-fumble  at  the  gate  : 
Then  to  win  promised  peace  we  need  but  wait 
A  little  while : 
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The  ravell'd  skein's  nigh  wound— yet  even  now 
We  seek  in  vain  of  life  the  Why  or  How. 
Untroubled  still,  runs  out  the  thread  of  sand — 
What  do  the  grains  reck  that  we  understand 
No  mystery  of  life,  nor  e'en  a  part  ? — 
And  soon  Death's  groping  fingers  near  our  heart- 
A  little  while. 
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SHADOWS  IN  THE  STREET 


Who  can  weave  the  motley  story 

Of  the  Shadows  in  the  stieet  ?— 

Slovens  here  with  dandies  neat, 

Flaunted  sin  with  hidden  glory, 

Hearts  like  ice  with  hearts  all  heat, 

Crime  and  vice  with  virtue,  meet, 

Ugliness  with  beauty  sweet. 

Aged  youth  with  briskness  hoary, 

Deadeu'd  eyes  with  amatory: 

Rushing,  lagging,  limping,  fleet— 

Kound  and  round  in  dull  repeat, 

Never  stops  the  pulse-like  beat 

Of  their  downward-passing  feet ! — 

Who  can  weave  the  motley  story 

Of  the  Shadows  in  the  street  ? 
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DIAMONDS  AND  PEARLS 


Diamonds  are  cold ;  beyond  all  the  world,  hard  ; 

Cynical,  loveless  and  bitter — 
And  oh,  for  the  lives  that  for  ever  are  marr'd 

Thro*  lust  of  their  murderous  glitter ! 

Diamonds  are  pitiless — luring  to  vice 

Many  a  soul  by  the  craving : 
They  are  coin  of  the  devil  for  paying  of  price 

To  souls  for  the  loss  of  their  saving. 

I'earls  are  as  dim  as  the  sound  of  a  kiss, 

And  warm  as  the  lips  of  a  lover : 
They  brood,  in  their  hearts,  on  a  mystical  bliss 

That  to  man  they  will  never  discover : 

Pearls  have  a  tender,  half-sorrowful  gleam — 

Dear  to  each  heart  that  is  laden 
With  wonder  like  theirs  when  they  blushingly  dream, 
A-drowse  on  the  breast  of  a  maiden. 
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DIAMONPS  AND  PEAELS 


Diamonds  are  cruel  and  relentless  as  doom, 
Their  devilish  eye  ia  unsleeping— 

But  pearls  are  aglow  with  the  beautiful  gloom 
Of  the  smile  of  a  woman  who's  weeping. 
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GOOD  NIQHT.  DEAR  HEART 


Good-night,  dear  Heart.     May  stars  that  burn  above 
thee 

Watch  from  the  heavens  o'er  thy  slumber  keep ; 
May  the  sad  winds,  well  knowing  how  I  love  thee, 

Sing  a  sweet  song  and  woo  thine  eyes  to  sleep ! 


Good-night,  dear  Heart.    Mine  arms  may  never  hold 
thee, 

Yet  down  the  wind  I  send  thee  love's  caress : 
May  the  soft  night  with  tender  wings  enfold  thee, 

And  angels  with  all  joys  thy  dreaming  blees! 

Good -night,  dear  Heart.    My  love  shall  ne'er  forsake 
thee: 
Here,  all  alone,  I  wait,  and  waiting  pray 
That  the  kind  sun,  whose  dawning  soon  will  wake  thee 
May  deck  with  flowers  of  happiness  thy  day. 
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Oft  from  some  airy  cliff  I  watch 
The  ships  that  ride  the  main. 

They  glide  so  statelily ;  and  seem 
All  fear  to  scorn,  all  pain : 

From  the  unknown,  like  ghosts,  they  come- 
But  thither  to  creep  again. 

Over  the  ocean's  .'ige  they  climb 

And  grow  upon  our  sight — 
While  sunbeams  greet  their  arching  sails, 

As  angel  pinions  bright — 
Floating  so  gently  down  the  breeze. 

Proud  with  a  still  delight. 

Like  fancies  drifting  o'er  our  brains 
From  some  forgotten  dream — 

"Whose  flitting  glory  thrall'd  our  hearts 
With  a  far  and  lovely  gleam— 

The  silent  ships,  as  they  pass  us  by 

In  wandering  beauty,  seem. 
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Unhoedful  of  us,  their  courses  keep, 

Nor  rest  they  from  their  flight. 
That  move,  as  fate,  to  a  destined  end 

With  the  majesty  of  might — 
With  the  sun  and  the  wind  their  slaves  by  day, 

And  the  wind  and  the  stars  by  night. 

Come  these,  from  moil  of  the  outer  main 

As  warriors  into  a  bower. 
To  V^arbour  their  toll  of  the  anger'd  North — 

Where  the  captive  ice-berg  tower, 
And  the  pack  is  loosed,  with  thunderous  roar. 

To  raven  in  iron  power : 

And  these,  with  the  spoils  of  scented  seas — 
Where  the  palm  o'er  the  coral  dips. 

And  down  the  magical  track  of  the  moon 
Each  silvery  ripple  slips. 

Oh,  I  love  to  muse  on  their  mystery — 
On  the  mystery-laden  ships. 
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THO'  YOU  FORQET 
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Tho'  you  forget, 

With  fairer  loves,  in  landa  beyond  the  sea ; 
And  long  years  wane — ray  heart  remembers  yet, 
You  once  loved  me. 

Tho'  now  I  know 

I  loved  in  vain,  and  glad  were  you  to  part — 
Each  tender  word  you  whisper'd,  long  ago, 
Lives  in  my  heart. 

Tho'  lips  grew  cold 

That  were  so  warm,  and  love  was  deckt  with  rue — 

Yet  must  my  heart  for  ever,  as  of  old, 

Love  only  you. 

And  when  the  last 

Vain  glamour  fades — and  life  gray  shadows  fill — 

Love's  broken  carol,  drifting  from  the  past. 

Shall  comfort  slill. 
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A  pitying  angel  this !    That  on  slow  wings 
Floats  earthward  when  the  toilful  day  is  o'er ; 
Closes  eyes  tired ;  smooths  out  lines  that  score 
The  mind-rack'd  brow :  and  joyful  tidings  brings 
To  work-worn  hearts,  for  sweet  and  low  he  sings 
Songs  of  glad  lands — whither  his  touch  the  door — 
Where  waits  us  love,  where  sorrow  sways  no  more, 
And  where  each  soul  back  to  the  Godhead  springs : 
Then,  when  the  loosen'd  spirit  quits  the  breast, 
Leads  on  the  way,  from  this  worn  earth  afar, 
To  where  bright  gleam,  beyond  or  sun  or  star, 
The  gates  of  Heaven  ;  telling,  in  words  Ihrice-blest, 
That  all  who  wearied,  sore-oppressed  are. 
May  enter  there  and  from  their  sorrows  rest. 
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THE  BALLAD  OF  THE  BRIDE 


The  moonlight,  pule  as  a  clinging  pall, 

Is  lain  o'er  the  lands  around : 
The  silence — but  hark ! — Tis  a  nightjar's  call, 

For  it  hath  not  an  human  sound. 
(But  the  creeping  shadows  that  secretly  fall 
'Mong  the  yew-trees  a-row  by  the  Castle  wall, 

They  can  tell  what  meaneth  the  sound !) 

II. 

The  Bride  hath  stepp'd  from  the  biidal  bower — 

With  a  stain  on  her  marble  hands. 
The  hount's  in  the  courtyard  whimper  and  cower 

While  the  Bride  on  the  stairway  stands: 
The  echoes  that  slumber  in  turret  and  tower 
Twice  awake  to  the  birth  of  an  haunted  hour — 

Yet  the  Bride  on  the  stairway  stands. 
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She  is  cold  with  doubt  and  a-quiver  with  fear ; 

Her  face,  'tis  the  mask  of  a  corse— 
When  there  suddenly  taps  on  her  pulsing  oar 

The  beat  of  a  galloping  horse : 
She  hath  flown  to  the  grille  outward  to  peer— 
And  she  sees  the  man  that  she  loveth  dear, 

Who  comes  on  the  galloping  horse. 


in. 


The  moonbeams  rest  on  the  bridal  bed — 

On  twinkle  of  gems  in  a  dagger's  hilt : 
Where  the  Bridegroom  lieth  with  arms  outspread 

There's  a  stain  on  the  silken  quilt. 
On  that  selfsame  day  was  he  newly-wed 
That  lies  dreaming  alone  (if  dream  the  Dead) 

'Neath  the  stain  on  the  silken  quilt. 
And  the  moonbeams  muse  on  his  pallid  face — 

On  the  eyes  that  coldly  stare ; 
On  the  thin  lips,  riven  a  narrow  space 

In  splutter  of  oath,  or  in  prayer ; 
On  the  fingers  crook'd  in  a  shred  of  lace  ; 
And  the  frozen  fear  of  the  strain'd  grimace 

That  came  with  his  oath,  or  his  prayer. 
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.^4  THE  r.ALLAD  OF  THE  BRIDE 

IV. 

The  hounds  they  shiver  in  vague  affright ; 

And  dare  not  give  tongue  to  a  bay, 
Tho'  heark'ning  the  loise,  thro'  the  listening  night 

Of  the  hooves  that  clatter  away. 
In  the  bridal  bower  with  tapestries  dight, 
There  is  only  an  echo  that  wakes  at  the  flight 

Of  tho  twain  as  they  gallop  away. 
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LAST  N^aHT 


Last  night  I  sent  a  message  out 

Across  the  severing  main — 
While  I  lay  and  watch'd  a  spectral  Doubt, 

And  gripp'd  the  hand  of  Pain : 

And  to  and  fro,  and  to  and  fro, 

Despair  her  shuttle  wound — 
Thro'  a  web  of  thought  dim  ghosts  would  go 

Interminably  round. 

It  held  so  still,  my  heart  seem'd  dead— 

But  I  knew  it  clung  to  life. 
For  still  the  secret  old  wound  bled 

Beneath  th'  unblunted  knife. 

I  cried,  "  Oh,  lot  the  torment  cease ! " 
I  moan'd,  "  Be  mine  the  blame ! " — 

And  lo !  on  breath  of  the  gray  dawn's  peace, 
Her  answering  message  came. 
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DO  I  LOVE  YOU 
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Do  I  love  you,  you  ask.    Do  langorous  flowers 

Love,  in  hot  noontide  of  summer,  the  rain  ? 

Even  as  they,  amid  sorrow  and  pain 

Striving  to  fancy  soft  falling  of  showers, 

Do  wait — so  I  suffer  the  dragging  hours 

That,  heavy  with  longing,  will  slowly  wane 

Ere  I  see  your  face,  ere  I  drink  again 

From  the  fountains  of  love  your  heart  imbowers. 

For  evpry  wind  drifting  over  the  lea — 

That  moans,  while  I  dream  in  the  dim  half-light, 

Round  the  silent  house  ;  or,  swirling  in  might, 

Comes  with  gathering  roar  from  the  tossing  sea ; 

Or  that  breathes  flower-scented  at  dusk  of  night 

Is  but  bearing  your  message  of  thought  to  me. 

Do  I  love  you !    When  fair  summer  hath  sped 

And  nights  grow  chill  at  the  fall  of  the  year, 

The  swallows  all  gathering  homeward  to  steer, 

Do  they  love  their  land  where  the  palms  outspread  ? 
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As  whoso  in  darkness  did  blindly  tread 
Loves  greatly  the  dawn,  so  I  hold  you  dear 
Who  brigthen'd  my  pathway,  lighting  it  clear 
With  love  that  in  depths  of  your  eyes  I  read. 
Tho'  winter  will  come  and  roses  that  blew 
Where  together  we  roam'd  be  buried  in  snow, 
Tho'  the  brook  be  frozen  that  laugh'd  in  flow 
With  a  musical  ripple  when  the  skies  were  blue, 
Tho'  the  winds  with  an  iceing  blast  may  blow — 
My  hea)t  will  be  warm  with  my  love  of  you. 
Do  I  love  you — why  ask  ?    When  days  of  spring 
Have  dawn'd  with  wide  promise  of  joy  to  the  earth ; 
When  soft  buds  of  green,  with  a  secret  mirth, 
Toward  the  wondering  sky  their  fragrance  fling ; 
When  swallows,  returning,  the  tidings  bring. 
All  shrill  in  their  joy  of  the  vernal  birth  ; 
And  the  song  of  the  woHd  but  proves  love's  worth — 
Then  have  I  not  also  a  song  to  sing  ? 
The  burden's  the  same,  but  the  framing  is  new. 
The  song  I  have  learn'd  from  the  earth  and  sky  : 
Each  flower  sings  '  he  loves  her ' ;  and,  wandering  by. 
The  warm  breezes  whisper  '  be  true,  be  true ' ; 
'  She  is  his,  she  is  his,'  the  swallows  cry — 
Oh,  the  world  is  glad  with  the  glory  of  you ! 
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ONE  EVENING 

One  evening,  when  the  sleepful  house  grew  still 
Save  for  long  moaning  gusts  beneath  ^he  eaves, 
I  took — ^as  one  at  random  delves 
Among  a  friend's  book-laden  shelves — 
A  volume  down ;  and  idly  turn'd  its  leaves 
Of  treasured  verse,  until 
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My  fingers  paused,  in  passing  to  and  fro, 
Upon  a  dated  page — for  over  it, 
With  tender  care  spread  out,  there  lay 
Of  sweet  forget-me-nots  a  spray ; 
And  mark'd  a  poem  call'd  '  Divided,'  writ 
By  one,  Jean  Ingelow. 
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The  date  was  old,  my  host  was  young — but  ah, 
The  owner's  name  in  front !  I  look'd  in  haste, 
But  vainly ;  black  the  page  as  night : 
Yet  see  !  when  slanted  toward  the  light, 
With  pencil  in  a  woman's  writing  traced. 
The  phrase,  "  Ne  ra'oubliez  pas." 


An  armchair  to  the  fire  I  drew  and  stirr'd 
The  glowing  coals— and  seated,  slowly  scann'd 
The  book  from  end  to  end  ;  but  learn'd 
Naught  else :  then  back  again  I  turn'd 
To  where  the  flowers,  left  by  that  unknown  hand, 
Spoke  beyond  power  of  word. 


I  knew  the  poem  well — of  beauty  rare 
And  delicate  :  and  while  I  read,  once  more 
The  subtle  charm  of  worded  thought 
Stole  over  me  and  deeply  wrought 
Within  my  soul  the  pain  those  lovers  bore, 
Divided  unaware. 
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Then  straight  I  fell  to  wondering  whose  the  hand 
That  mark'd  the  page  and  press'd  the  flowers— and  why ; 

Some  maiden  was  ir,  fair  and  true, 

That  loved  and  all  the  sadness  knew 
Of  watching— while  unheeded  rang  her  cry— 
The  river's  widening  band ; 
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That  straiu'd  to  see  her  love  thro'  blinding  tears 
Upon  the  further  shore  ?    Or  were  these  flowers 

Vain  offering  at  the  garnish'd  shrine 

Of  sentiment,  not  love  divine. 
By  one  forgetting  in  life's  later  hours 
A  thought  of  younger  years  ? 
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I  could  not  know.    With  wide  and  vacant  sight 
I  watch'd  the  fire :  I  hear  the  wailing  wind ; 
The  creaking  plaint  of  tortured  trees 
That  groan'd  and  rock'd  in  dull  unease, 
As  tho'  some  spirit  that  had  greatly  sinn'd 
Fled  past  them  thro'  the  night. 


ONE  EVENING 

Without  the  house,  confusion ;  but  within 
The  brooding  stillness  that  e'er  seems  to  wait 

The  falling  of  a  strange  event ; 

In  which  our  fancies  grow  intent 
Despite  our  will,  and,  tho'  the  hour  Ije  late, 
We  dare  no  move  begin. 
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And  'mid  that  stillness  my  perception  seem'd 
Made  higher  and  more  nice :  I  could  not  stir; 
For  tho'  I  wish'd  to  move,  my  will, 
Was  prison'd— mystery  held  me  still : 
My  throbbing  heart  quicken'd  at  sounds  that  were 
Like  fancies  often-dream'd. 


The  wind,  a  minute  luU'd,  in  wider  swell 
Arose  and  sudden  shook  the  window-sash 

With  noise  of  angry  fingers  there  : 

My  soul  was  sentient  as  ne'er 
Before :  the  settling  embers  with  loud  crash 
Half-broke  the  heavy  spell. 
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Moved  by  resistless  impulse  not  my  own, 
I  took  the  lifeless  llowers  from  where  they  lay 
And  held  them :  straight  I  grew  aware— 
Ly  sudden  strangeness,  dim  us  air— 
(Tho'  how  1  felt  it  never  can  I  say) 
That  I  was  not  alone. 


I  felt  my  joul  uplifted  and  all  fear 
Depart  from  me  ;  I  knew  that  thro'  the  room 
There  moved  a  Tresence  that  from  death 
Had  freed  itself ;  whose  gathering  breath, 
As  cold  and  all-subduing  as  the  tomb, 
Behind  me  crept  more  near — 
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And  nearer  yet :  I  was  no  whit  afraid — 
For  all  my  heart  was  flooded  with  desire 
To  learn  and  do  the  spirit's  will. 
That  grew  and  strengthen'd  round  me,  till, 
As  in  the  white  heat  of  a  furnaced  fire 

We  see  strange  shapes  portray'd, 
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I  felt  within  me  this  frail  spirit's  grief ; 

I  felt  its  wild  love-longing  and  the  crave 
That  drove  it  from  some  biding-place 
To  wander  down  thro'  haunted  space, 

A  soul  in  memories  of  earth  to  lave 
And  seek  a  vain  relief. 


For  full  a  minute,  'fore  it  pass'd  away, 
I  felt  the  chill  that  from  the  Presence  well'd 
(Such  chill  could  naught  of  earth  create) 
Grow  more  and  gently  concentrate 
Around  my  hand  that  motionless  upheld 
The  memory -laden  spray : 


II 


And  then  it  slowly  faded,  growing  less 
By  imperceptible  degrees :  while  I 

Sat  wrapt  in  silent  wonderment — 

For  lo !  before  it  wholly  went, 
I  heard  a  sound  soft-whisper'd,  like  the  sigh 
Of  woman  in  distress  : 
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Which  raised  the  spell.    Back  on  their  page  the  flowers 
I  reverently  laid— around  them  clung 

Sorrow  most  holy.    I  saw  the  moon 

Silv'ring  the  window  ;  and  the  croon 
And  crying  of  the  wind  I  heard,  that  sung 
The  dirge  of  passing  hours : 


I  rose  and  placed  the  volume  'mid  the  shelf. 
My  question  had  been  answer'd,  and  the  fate 

Of  her  who  loved  and  lost  I  knew — 

Forgotten,  unforgetting ;  true, 
And  falsely  done  by.    So.  in  pensive  state, 
To  bed  betook  myself. 
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WANTON  EYES 


If  thoti  be  wise, 
My  secret  leave  unguesst — 
For  hid  within  me  lies 

Thy  soul's  unrest : 

If  thou  be  bold 
And  fear  not  passion's  fire, 
Then  search  me — and  behold 

Thy  heart's  desire. 
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THE  SEA 

Thou  Sea,  thou  art  cruel ;  all  thy  tnwls  are  as  cold 

As  the  gleam  of  thy  siren  foam-faces : 
Art  languid  and  calm— but  dead  bodies  are  roU'd 

To  and  fro  in  thine  uttermost  places : 
Dost  mock  the  despair  of  those  bodies  lain  there 

In  the  play  of  weed-tangled  embraces  ? 

Thou  art  languidly  smooth  ;  as  the  slumberous  breast 

Of  a  maiden  art  falling  and  rising- 
Dost  thou  brood  on  such  Dead  as  are  taking  their  rest 

Beyond  reach  of  thy  fateful  surprising  ? 
Or  dost  pause  but  for  breath— while,  to  call  to  their 
death 
All  that  dread  thee,  new  spell  art  devising  ? 
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THE  SEA  4< 

I308t  e'er  sing  to  the  shore  of  the  storm-driven  ship 
Pleading  vainly  to  God  for  her  saving  ?— 

Oh,  I  loathe  the  soft  sound  of  thy  lingering  Up, 
Ever  kissing  with  treach«rons  craving ! 

What  enchantment.  0  Sea.  didst  thou  weave  that  the 

free 
Fared  them  out,  all  thy  devilries  braving  ? 

Didst  thou  murmur  a  fable  of  rubies  of  Ind, 
And  the  wealth  of  a  world  for  the  taking  ? 

Didst  lure  them  away  witli  the  croon  of  the  wind, 
Or  the  lilt  of  thy  long  rollers'  breaking  ?— 

But  enough  that  they  went-by  whatever  urge  sent- 
And  shall  sleep  'ncath  thy  wave  till  their  waking! 
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God  pity  those  that  struggled  long  in  vain, 

And  lost  all  hope ! 
That,  save  in  death,  no  respite  saw  from  pain, 

For  love  no  scope. 

Failures,  men  call  them.    So  their  toilful  years 

Have  gone  for  naught  ? 
And  yet  long-suffering  and  with  heart-wrung  tears 

These  Failures  wrought. 

Have  they  wrought  nothing — nothing  ?    'Tis  not  true  ! 

They  strove,  each  fail'd — 
Yet  found,  ere  death,  at  least  one  step  to  hew 

In  heights  unsealed : 

And  men  have  used  the  steps  to  win  that  crest 

Where  now  they  stand — 
They  may  have  wonder'd  at,  tho'  never  blesst, 

The  unknown  hand. 
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Flow  along  for  ever,  O  thou  whispering  river, 

Down  to  the  sea ! 
Kipple  on  thy  drowsy  way, 
And  murmur  peacefully  thy  lay — 

For  thou  art  free ! 
Where  dimly  sighs  the  sleepful  sedge. 
Wan  voices  toward  thy  water's  edge 

Are  calling  me. 
Round  me  silver  moonbeams  o'er  thy  bosom  shiver 

In  filigree. 

Myriad  stars  reflected,  like  trembling  souls  in  pain. 
Athwart  thy  tide, 
Seem  a  message  to  convey 
From  that  land  where,  night  and  day. 

She  waits  that  died. 
Mystic  river,  wilt  thou  dare 
To  whisper  of  my  longings  where 
The  Dead  abide  ? 
Tell  me,  if  beyond  the  Veil  I  shall  e'er  regain 
My  angel  bride ! 
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FANTASY 


Naked  trees  that  moan  in  the  hush'd   embrace    of 
Night, 

With  boughs  entwined, 
Utter,  utter  words  of  woe, 
While  they  bend  in  measure  slow 

Upon  the  wind. 
River,  thou  dost  hear  their  moan  ? 
Then  tell  them  I — her  spirit  flown — 
No  rest  can  find : 
For  trees  with  eerie  mutt'ring,  stcep'd  in  pallid  light, 
E'er  fret  my  mind. 

Hark!  from  the  scented  forest,  whither  dreams  have 
crept, 

Float  distant  chimes — 
Fairy  bells  with  muffled  clang 
Seem  to  throb  the  song  she  sang 

In  bygone  times. 
River,  canst  thou  echo  clear — 
For  ever  sacred  on  mine  ear — 

Those  haunting  rhymes, 
CaroU'd  by  lovers*  lips,  who  lovers'  tryst  once  kept 
In  lovely  dimes  ? 
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0  eternal  winds  and  forest,  stars  and  river. 
List  to  my  cry ! 
Death  than  love  I  found  more  strong— 
From  her  lips  I  heard  the  song 

Flutter  and  die. 
0  thou  mocking  water,  cease 
Thy  murmurmg !    h  there  peace 
Under  the  sky?... 
O'er  the  eastern  rim  of  earth  the  dawn-rays  quiver— 
And  wearied  I. 
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Their  voices  hear  I,  silver-sweet,  me  calling, 

Clear-toned  as  bells  over  a  silent  sea — 
While  thro'  my  startled  soul  each  echo  falling 

Sings  a  fond  refuge  from  all  misery. 
Hark  to  the  song  that  from  their  lips  throbs,  welling 

In  one  long  thread  of  yearning  melody  ; 
Hearken  the  tidings,  joyful  voices  telling. 

Of  love,  of  rest  throughout  eternity. 

And  wherefore  battle  'gainst  the  storm's  arising  ? 

Why  toil,  my  body  rack'd  and  soul  «ppresst  ? 
Are  they  not  calling,  each  in  heart  devising 

Sweet  joys  for  me  when  by  their  arms  caresst  ? 
Those  are  not  rocks  whereon  they  are  reclining — 

But  fairy  islets  in  dim  verdure  dresst ; 

Those  are  not  serpents  round  their  feet  entwining — 

But  only  shadows  of  the  trees'  unrest. 
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Oh,  wha^  is  a  thought  but  a  little  thing  ? 
Yet  what  gives  more  distress  ? — 
And  a  word  is  naught  but  a  little  thing, 
A  dear  word  of  tenderness. 
But  is  not  sorrow  a  big  thing  ? 
And  does  it  not  grow  from  distress  ? 
Ah  yes !  but  joy  is  a  bigger  thing— 
That  comes  from  tenderness. 
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THE  CITY  OF  DREAM 


When  twilight  is  falling,  I  hear  a  voice  calling, 

Whose  longings  an  echo  from  fairyland  seem  ; 
Then  out  thro'  the  gloaming  my  soul  I  send  roaming, 

Koaniing  afar  to  my  City  of  Dream. 
And  ever  I  find  it,  dim  sunset  behind  it, 

Nestled  alone  on  a  far-away  shore ; 
And,  memory-laden,  the  song  of  a  maiden 

Floats  to  me,  luring  with  passionate  lore. 

In  path  of  the  sunset  and  o'er  the  horizon, 

Where  the  star  of  all  beauty  is  hiding  her  beam, 

With  the  wannth  of  my  loving  aglow  in  my  bosom, 
I  journey  afar  to  my  City  of  Dream. 

Oh,  swiftly  I  meet  her,  and  gently  I  greet  her, 
Kissing  the  tear  from  the  blush  of  her  cheek  ; 

Then  banish'd  all  sadness,  the  world  has  but  gladness- 
We  wander  together  our  garden  to  seek  ; 

54 


M 


THE  CITY  OF  DEEAM 


55 


'Tis  a  garden  euohanted,  with  poppies  full-planted, 
Where  lingering  moon-ribands  tenderly  beam ; 

'Tis  ours  and  ours  only,  this  paradise  lonely. 
This  Garden  of  Love  in  the  City  of  Dream. 

In  wake  of  the  sunset,  beyond  the  horizon, 
Thro'  portals  of  drowsing  that  mistily  gleam. 

With  the  warmth  of  my  loving  aglow  in  my  bosom, 
I  journey  afar  to  my  City  of  Dream. 
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SUMMER  LOVE 


111  a  garden  by  a  rive 

Were  eternal  words  onco  breathed ; 

And  a  palm-leaf,  curved  to  hear  them,  of  each  word 

Told  a  wind  that  softly  wreath'd 

All  the  green  leaves  overhead — 

"  Oh,  he  loves  her,  for  I  heard. 

Oh,  he  loves  her  true,"  it  said. 

In  the  garden  by  the  river — 

Soon  the  pleasant  months  had  flown ; 

And  the  palm-leaf  was  all  wither'd  and  downbent ; 

Only  cold  winds  there  were  blown ; 

And  the  green  leaves  died  o'erhead  : 

Ah,  his  love  it  was  not  meant — 

Tho'  "  I  love  thee  true,"  he  said. 
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My  trembling  soul  is  thrill'd 

When  the  ocean's  voice  hath  still'd 
And  dim  shadows  o'er  her  sombre  breast  are  lying- 

For  the  hush'd  and  reverent  air 

Seems  to  brood  in  silent  prayer 
For  the  daylight  'mid  a  purple  splendour  dying. 

So  is  Bird  my  heart  with  pain 

And  with  longings  deep  but  vain 
For  the  days  whose  gladness  now  I  know  uutaken, 

That,  amid  the  clouds  that  roll 

O'er  my  sorrow-weighted  soul, 
Oft  the  echoes  of  lost  voices  faintly  waken. 


Oh,  the  thoughts  that  come  to  me 

Forth  from  sadness  of  the  sea 

Far  beyond  the  reach  of  words  are  thro'  me  burning 

They  are  long  and  deep  and  true, 

They  are  thoughts  of  love  and  you, 

Vaguely  fraught  with  sweet,  unutterable  yearning. 
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GLOAMING 


Thro'  the  whisper  on  the  shore 

I  can  hear  your  voice  once  more, 
And  your  face  is  interwoven  with  my  dreaming. 

All  save  memories  have  tied 

Of  the  days  that  long  are  dead — 
Yet  those  memories,  as  beacon-lights,  are  gleaming ; 


J.  ( 


Lights  to  guide  me  o'er  the  course 

That  I  tread  with  chill  remorse 
'Mong  the  ashes  of  the  hours  that  once  I  squander'd- 

And  my  eyes  grow  dimm'd  and  wet 

While  I  grope  with  blind  regret 
Down  the  path  that  oft  with  you  I  gladly  wander'd. 


Now  outcreeps  the  evening  star. 

And  a  breeze  wafts  from  afar 
With  dim-scented  breath  a-rippling  all  the  ocean ; 

And  its  coming  I  can  trace — 

Ae  across  your  dainty  face 
Oft  I  mark'd  the  fleeting  shadows  of  emotion. 
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Lo,  the  8im  has  left  the  west 

In  an  amber  memory  dresat, 
But  the  glooming  night  ia  closer  ever  creeping : 

Soon  will  come  the  maiden  moon, 

And  a  song  the  winds  will  croon 
To  entrance  the  drowsy  shore  in  fairy  sleeping. 


0  ye  winds  from  overseas ! 

Would  ye  bring  my  spirit  ease  ? 
Then,  oh!   tell  me— that  my  soul  may  cease  from 
fretting — 

In  the  long'd-for  Isles  of  Fay, 

Out  beyond  that  silver'd  way. 
Shall  we  sleep  in  slumber  dreamless,  all-forgetting  ? 
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PETER  LOQUITUR 

Spake  Peter  unto  Paul : 

"  I  cannot  see  at  all 

Why  narrow-minded  souls  have  work  in  Heaven — 

So  the  Lord  God  I  will  tell  now  to  make  for  them  a 

hell, 

And  to  put  it  far  beneath  the  other  seven. 

As  they  taught  in  church  and  kirk — they  shall  do  no 

scrap  of  work, 

And  robed  in  flowing  white  they  all  shall  be ; 

They  shall  grow  their  useless  wings,  have  the  usual 

lot  of  things, 

And  of  course  we  won't  forget  their  glassy  sea : 

When  we've  left  them  on  the  shore,  they  can  chant 

for  evermore 

'  Hossanah ! '  without  any  variation — 

Each  can  wear  his  crown  of  gold,  and  his  golden  harp 

can  hold. 

While  he  twaugles  with  a  look  of  exaltation. 

60 


n 


PETER  LOQUITUR 


«1 


Ab  the  uKwe  roll  along  and  they  weary  of  their  song 
And  ceaae  to  be  a  subject  for  our  mirth, 

Perhaps  we'll  show  them  then  the  plan  of  Jehovah's 
work  for  man — 
And  give  them  all  another  chance  on  earth." 
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I  have  bound  my  friends  with  chains  of  steel, 

That  they  might  not  drift  away : 
They  are  gone — as  pleasures  we  dream  are  real 

Fade  at  the  break  of  day. 

0  friends  of  my  youth,  that  with  youth  have  fled, 

My  heart  holds  no  regret — 
For  I  bound  my  love  with  a  silken  thread. 

And  she  stays  with  me  yet. 
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EVENTIDE 


"  Oh  pillow  my  head  on  thy  bosom,  my  darliug— 

The  long  day  of  my  working  is  done. 
Watch  we  how  vanishing  glories  of  colour 

Environ  the  tomb  of  the  sun. 
E'er  of  ambitions  death  is  the  ultimate  ; 

Life-timer  are  dreary  and  long — 
But  drifts  w..a  the  twilight  a  rest  from  all  toiling; 

Thro'  silence  of  voices  a  song. 
Look !  in  the  realm  of  the  sunset  the  hills 

Are  refulgent  of  crimson  and  gold : 
Look  out  beyond  to  that  wonderful  land 

The  wind-ravell'd  fleeces  unfold : 
Yonder  in  cloudland  appeareth  a  palace, 

Lights  redly  a  riband  its  dome — 
Far,  far  beyond  it,  thro'  star-laden  space, 

Must  I  win  to  my  faith-open'd  home. 
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Shadows  funebrial,  dim  as  gray  spirits, 

Come  stealing  from  coppice  and  dell, 
Smoothing  so  gently  the  shrouds  of  their  sadness 

<  )'er  meadows  and  river  and  fell. 
Hearken  the  murmuring  down  in  the  vale 

Like  a  dirge  on  the  shore  of  the  deep- 
Soft  winds  are  dreamily  crooning  a  lullaby, 

Kocking  the  forest  asleep : 
Ever  such  lonely  and  langorous  music 

Hath  brought  to  my  troubling  au  ease- 
But  now  'tis  a  song  for  the  dying  the  nightwinds 

Are  singing  thro'  slumberous  trees : 
For  even  as  transient  beauties  of  sunset 

Must  fade,  and  the  vision  be  done — 
Man  goeth  forth  to  return  to  his  Maker 

Whenever  the  sands  be  outrun. 
Let  my  head  rest  on  thy  bosom,  my  darling 

For  soon,  ere  the  glimmer  of  day, 
I  shall  set  forth  for  a  glorious  land 

Thro'  the  vale  of  the  Shadowy  Way." 
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WHEN  LOVE  IS  BORN 


When  Love  is  born,  a  moment,  hush'd  and  still, 
Waits  Life,  scarce  breathing,  shrinking  'neath  the  thrill 
Of  joy  close  kin  to  pain — then  vanish'd  fear  ! 
Those  longing  eyes,  with  love-light  crystal-clear, 
The  heavens  with  a  roseate  glamour  fill ; 
Those  radiant  eyes !  luring  the  spirit  till 
Far  fairy  music  holds  in  trance  the  ear : 
No  word  need  speak — the  startled  soul  doth  hear 

When  Love  is  born. 
Then  hast  thou  climb'd  to  high  Olympus  near— 
Thine  old  life,  lain  below  thee,  cold  and  sere. 
Seems  a  far  shadow  of  some  ancient  ill, 
Gone  as  the  glisten  of  a  maiden's  tear. 
Eros  and  Psyche  nectar  earthward  spill 

When  Love  is  born. 
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YOU 


Light  of  my  life !  when  the  clouds  are  descending, 
When  wintryly  faces  the  world  on  our  view, 

And  wond'ring  we  watch  for  the  tempest  impending- 
My  fears  are  but  visions  of  danger  to  you. 

Heart  of  my  heart !  when  a  springtime  is  bringing 
Its  glory  of  sunlight  all  hope  to  renew ; 

When  the  urge  of  existence  come  Love  and  Life  singing- 
My  joy  is  but  joy  at  the  gladness  of  you ! 
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Oh,  what  a  love  was  hers !  that,  as  doth  hloom 
The  budded  rose,  forth  from  her  warm  heart  crept ; 
Lo,  on  a  gath'ting  wave  that  onward  leapt, 
She  rode  i-ejoicing  to  her  destined  doom — 
Where  secret  Fate  prison'd  her  life  in  gloom, 
Scorning  her  cry  for  light :  wherefore  she  wept 
Avhile  in  loneliness — and  when  she  slept 
Was  borne  all  sadly  to  the  griefless  tomb. 
O  loving  soul,  forget  thine  earthly  woe ! 
Thou  hast  fled  first  where  partings  ever  cease, 
Sometime  to  wait,  in  lands  no  mortals  know, 
For  him  whose  love  shall  each  long  hour  increase, 
And  thro'  gray  years  of  yearning  stronger  grow. 
With  thine  undying  love,  abide  in  peace ! 
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THE  LADY  AND  THE  PHILOSOPHER 


"  Fair  is  the  Rose  of  Love 

Pleasant  to  see." 

"  Sharp  are  the  thorns  thereof  ; 
Many  there  be." 

"  Sweet  is  the  scent  of  it, 
Velvet  the  touch  of  it, 

Gladness  is  lent  of  it. 
Poets  rhyme  much  of  it, 

All  women  sigh  for  it. 
Often  men  die  for  it. 

Dear  is  the  Rose  of  Love- 
Grant  it  to  me." 
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"  Fleeting  the  life  of  it, 

Summer's  the  term  of  it, 
''luch  is  the  strife  from  it ; 

Many  a  worm  in  it ; 
Bitter  the  end  of  it. 

No  one  a  friend  to  it : 
Many  the  thorns  thereof, 
Waiting  for  thee." 

"  Short  is  our  stay  on  earth — 
Pleasures  are  few." 

"  Friendship's  the  Ivy  Plant, 
Tender  and  true." 


"  Dull  is  the  face  of  it. 

Ugly  the  sight  of  it ; 
Lonesome  the  place  of  it — 

Is  there  delight  in  it  ? 
Nothing  I  would  of  it ! 

Where  lies  the  good  of  it  ? 
Fleeting  our  stay  on  earth — 

What  shall  I  do  ? " 
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"  Changeless  the  strength  of  it, 

Naught  is  the  pain  in  it, 
Pleasant  the  length  of  it. 

Sweet  is  the  gain  from  it, 
Earely  are  tears  in  it. 

Long  are  the  years  of  it. 
Come !  let  us  pluck  a  leaf — 

Only  we  two." 
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LOVE  AND  I 


Love  and  I  will  change  the  world ! 
Hey,  for  bonny  springtime ! — 
Prithee  prate  not  others'  failing — 
Caitiff  doubt  o'er  hope  prevailing 
Ne'er  were  mood  for  cloudland  scaling. 
Look !  the  wings  of  life  unf url'd 
Stir  in  longing  dreams  of  sailing. 
Love  and  I  will  change  the  world  I 

IL 

Love  is  gone  and  life  is  gray — 
Lo,  iron  winter  cometh. 
Others  as,  we  fail'd  to  weather 
Storms  that  blew  us,  whiles  together, 
Where  they  would,  like  cloudland  feather : 
Went  the  world  its  olden  way, 
Laughing  scorn  at  Why  and  Whether. 
Love  is  gone  and  life  is  gray. 
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Frail  moonlight  melting  on  a  dreaming  lake ; 
A  summer  night ;  the  dome  of  starry  space ; 
The  glow  that  hovers  o'er  a  maiden's  face 
When  first  in  secret  heart  love's  echoes  wake ; 
The  sad  sweet  harmony  old  church-bells  make, 
Heard  afar  off  in  some  dream-haunted  place ; 
Faint  music :  sunsets ;  and  the  scented  grace 
Long-treasured  relics  from  Time's  garden  take — 
All  these  upon  my  soul  vain-longiugs  bring ; 
Longings  that  from  my  yearning  spirit  strain 
High  glories  I  have  lost  once  more  to  gain, 
To  grasp  that  joy  wild  flowers  in  April  sing  : 
While  o'er  my  wondering  soul  insets  a  pain, 
So  dimly  sweet— and  yet,  so  saddening. 
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QUEEN'S  PAWN 


"  One  of  the  Colonial  trooja,  vho  was  a  chess-player, 
and  teas  carr)iin<i  a  little  »f  of  Ivory  chemnni  in  his 
Jutversack,  uas  v:mindal  dm  ng  the  Moxintvd  Infantry 
reconnaisance  to  Brandfort,  and  uas  left  on  the  field. 
When  he  was  found  the  next  day,  he  n-ns  dead.  On  a 
stone  beside  him,  kc  had  placed  his  water-bottle— and 
upon  it,  n  pavyn'' 

I. 

Only  a  pawn ! 
Of  little  account  in  the  changing  game, 

Where  another  his  place  can  take  : 
What  matters  a  pawn,  cue  more  or  less, 
To  them  that  play  in  this  game  of  chess, 
With  the  ancient  honour  of  Britain's  name 

Laid  by  the  board  for  a  stake  ? 
Think  you  the  players,  in  strength  of  their  pride. 
Will  turn  from  their  moves  to  mourn  by  the  side 
Of  so  small  a  piece— who  merely  died 

For  his  queen  and  country's  sake  ? 
Ah,  they  never  could  stay,  in  the  game  they  play, 
For  only  a  pawn. 
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QUEEN'S  PAWN 
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II. 

Only  a  pawn 
Who  quickly  sprang  to  his  brothers'  cry 

That  echo'd  over  the  sea  ; 
And  reck'd  but  little  of  toil  or  pain, 
If  only  the  players  a  point  should  gain — 
But,  if  players  need,  the  pawn  must  die, 

The  rules  of  the  game  decree. 
Yet  out  in  a  Colony,  far  away, 
A  wife  and  children  to  God  would  pray 
To  keep  the  pawn,  while  he  fought  the  fruy. 

From  sword  and  sickness  free. 
Is  the  grief  less  deep  in  their  hearts,  who  weep 
For  only  a  pawn  ? 

III. 

Only  a  pawn. 
No  carven  marble  will  mark  the  place 

Where  is  lifting  a  lonely  grave  : 
No  nation  mourn'd  when,  with  whisper'd  prayer 
For  peace  to  the  soul,  they  laid  him  there 
'Neath  the  soil  of  an  alien  race. 

Sing  we  the  song  of  the  brave  ! 
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Of  the  pawn  that  died  in  a  noble  fight ; 
Of  the  spirit  fled  to  far  realms  of  light, 
Where  king  and  queen  and  bishop  and  knight 

To  the  hero  a  welcome  gave. 
So  honour  his  fame,  who  died  in  the  game— 
Tho*  only  a  pawn. 
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I  found  the  flower  of  lifelong  quest, 

Near  a  mountain-top,  at  last — 
But  slipp'd  a  stone  from  the  mountain's  crest 

That  crush'd  the  flower  as  it  passt. 

I  loos'd  a  random  shaft  to  sky — 

From  careless  aim  it  flew, 
And  pierced  an  eagle  sailing  by 

In  the  dome  of  cloudless  blue : 

For  I  told  a  tale  in  mimic  strife, 

Nor  guess'd  its  evil  trend 
Till  it  marr'd  for  ever  the  faultless  life 

Of  the  man  I  sought  as  friend. 

And  word  I  said  in  an  idle  boast, 
Of  a  wandering  thought  'twas  born — 

But  it  broke  the  heart  I  loved  the  most. 
And  left  me  alone  to  mourn. 
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TUB  DEAD 

Du8t-fetter^,  they  oft  are  far  away, 

For  oceans  roll  between  us,  deserts  cross : 

But  loosed  from  earth-chains  and  freed  from  earthly 

dross, 
Are  they  not  near  us,  with  us  ? — none  shall  say. 

Do  not  their  voices  haunt  the  listening  air 
When  twilight  smooths  her  veil  o'er  hill  and  hollow  ?— 
Ah,  would  that  we  their  boundless  flight  could  follow, 
Or  bring  them  back  to  us  on  wings  of  prayer ! 

When  round  the  house  the  nightwind  sadly  sings 
With  long-drawn  sighs  and  sound  of  mortal  weeping. 
Surely  oft  comes — as  when  we  dream,  half -sleeping — 
The  tendering  whisp'ring  of  their  spirit  wings. 

Oh,  do  not  mourn  for  those  that  take  the  tide, 
•  Crossing  the  bar '  into  that  unknown  sea — 
When  you  in  turn  set  out,  their  love  shall  be 
The  look'd-for  light  your  darken'd  course  to  guide ! 
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NORBEN 

I. 

Smiling  aud  gay  is  the  spring,  Noreen, 

Laughing  and  gay  is  the  spring ! 
E'en  tho'  we  parted  long  years  ago, 
The'  now  our  hearts  are  heavy  with  woe, 

And  vainly  we  plead  with  fate — 
Yet  nitteth  the  skylark  to  and  fro, 
For  naught  of  our  sorrows  he  can  know 

That  singeth  sweet  to  his  mate. 
Sad  is  the  song  that  I  sing,  Noreen, 

Sad  is  the  song  that  I  sing. 

It 

Summer  is  gladden'd  and  bright,  Noreen, 

Summer  is  joyous  and  bright ! 
E'en  tho'  no  longer  I  watch  your  eyes 
Gleam  with  the  love  that  deep  in  them  lies. 

With  love  I  deem'd  all  for  me — 
Yet  murmurs  the  brook  to  the  azure  skies 
Of  love  that  liveth  and  never  dies, 

Like  the  love  I  keep  all  for  thee. 
The  heart  of  the  brook  is  light,  Noreen, 

The  heart  of  the  brook  is  light. 
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III. 

Silent  is  autumn  and  sad,  Noreen, 

Sombre  is  autumn  and  sad  : 
Perchance  it  hath  learnt  of  our  secret  j^rief ; 
For  a  whisper  drifts  with  the  falling  leaf 

As  balm  to  an  aching  heart — 
Saying  the  shadow  of  time  is  briei ; 
Soon  will  come  slumber  to  life's  relief, 

And  then  no  more  shall  wc  part  * 
Our  hearts  will  ever  be  glad,  Noreen, 

Our  hearts  will  ever  bo  glad. 
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THRALL  OF  THE  POPPY 


Soft  thrills  afar  the  inurm'ring  stream  of  melody, 

Like  cavern 'd  echo,  thro'  my  drowsing  soul ; 

Gradually  thickening,  until  the  whole, 

Wave  upon  wave,  with  horrid  grim  sonority, 

Rushes  light-chequer'd  up,  and  up,  o'erwhelniing  me ; 

Immensities  of  sound  over  me  roll : 

My  senses  fainting  slip  my  numb'd  control — 

And  thus  I  sink  at  last  deep  in  eternity. 

Countless  the  years  I  drift  the  weighted  night ; 

Crowding  at  vagrant  will  its  void  dominion 

With  motley  shajxjs  grotesque ;  till,  in  rebellion. 

Athwart  my  course  they  rise :  at  which  dread  sight. 

Slowly  up  spiral  eddies  of  oblivion, 

I  struggle  back  to  (.Jod's  dear  realms  of  light. 
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AN  AUTUMN  50N0 
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I. 

Lament ! 
The  summer  dead  is  lain,  the  glory 
Gone  from  field  and  flowery  dell. 
Sere  and  crisped  autumn  leaves 
Pirouette,  and  rustling  tell 
To  all  the  world  their  olden  story- 
While  the  heart  of  nature  grieves. 
Lament!  Lament! 


IL 

Rejoice ! 

For  summer's  dying  leaves  our  stoiy 
But  begun,  dear  Heart.    You  know 
Spring  would  never  bloom  again 
Were  the  summer  not  to  go — 

And  love,  in  dreams  of  springtime  glory, 

Lauglis  to  scorn  old  winter's  pain. 

Rejoice !  rejoice ! 
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A  QUEEN  OF  THE  EARTH 
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Fair  is  the  rose  in  its  fulness  of  bloom — 

What  but  a  transient  pleasure 
Gives  it  that  craves,  for  an  ultimate  doom, 

Only  to  yield  us  a  treasure  ? 
All  things  are  vain  that  are  won  without  pain  ; 
Sweetest  the  love  that  we  never  can  gain ; 

Void  is  the  joy  that  we  measure. 


s 

f 


I '. 


'ii 


1. 

Supple  her  form  with  a  sinuous  grace, 

Tall  like  a  lily  and  slender ; 
Crown'd  by  the  beauty  that  gleams  in  her  face — 

Beauty  of  marble  as  tender ! 
Cold  are  her  eyes  as  the  mid- winter  skies ; 
Never  within  her  does  passion  arise  ; 

Kisses  uf  flame  would  not  bend  her. 
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II. 

Emeralds,  gleaming  her  laces  among, 

Guard  o'er  their  treasure  are  keeping ; 
Diamonds,  like  stars,  to  her  tresses  have  clung ; 

Pearls  on  her  hosom  are  sleeping : 
Down  all  her  attire  the  gems  are  as  fire 
Compared  with  her  eyes— where  not  a  desire 
Bums  ever  with  riotous  leaping. 
III. 
Holding  a  court  as  a  queen  of  the  earth, 

Lovers  are  bowing  before  her — 
Lovers  that  move  her  in  secret  to  mirth, 

Bending  so  tenderly  o'er  her : 
Yet  poet  and  sage  are  with  soldier  and  page 
Swift  in  her  service  themselves  to  engage. 
Craving  but  leave  to  adore  her. 
IV. 
How  can  her  hand  remain  passive  and  cold 

'Neath  lips  that  with  passion  are  burning  ? 
Doth  she  not  tremble  when  pleadingly  told 

Tales  of  man's  infinite  yearning  ? 
She  listens  awhile,  an  hour  to  beguile, 
Chides  them  as  children,  yet  lures  with  a  smile- 
Love  and  each  votary  spurning. 
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A  QUEEN  OF  THE  EARTH 


V. 

Cease  they  to  serve  her,  to  worship  and  praise, 

Love  being  met  with  derision  ? 
No.    For  their  hope  she  will  wantonly  raise. 

Feigning  a  fond  indecision. 
Poor  slaves !  they  are  blind :  their  struggles  but  bind 

Closer  the  fetters  round  body  and  mind 

Mazed  by  an  amorous  vision. 

VI. 
Ever  anathema  mother  and  wife 

Deem  her  for  love  from  them  stealing. 
Stilling  their  hatred  of  her  and  her  life, 
Come  they ;  and  suppliant  kneeling, 
Her  mocking  they  brave,  their  loved  ones  to  save 
From  chains  of  her  beauty— worse  than  the  grave, 
Blunting  all  natural  feeling. 

VII. 
...  No !  they  are  hers— and  hers  they  shall  stay  I 

Whose  is  the  fault  that  they  love  her  ? 
Is  she  not  cold  as  the  cloud-billows  gray 

Sweeping  the  heavens  above  her  ? 
Merely  fools  to  abuse  a  woman,  that  lose 
Husband  or  son !    Go  or  not— as  they  choose— 
Prayers  from  their  lips  will  not  move  her  .  .  . 
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VIII. 
Why  doth  she  hold  them  thus  vain  in  her  thrall, 

These  puppets  of  Qod't  creation  7 
Is  it  for  power  that  her  hand,  tho'  so  small, 

May  fashion  the  fate  of  a  nation  ? 
Or  is  it  for  gold,  for  riches  untold  ? 
Is  it  mere  pride  ?    Or  desire  to  behold 

The  limits  of  degradation  ? 

IX. 
Power  over  peoples  hath  lain  in  her  hand — 

No  chord  in  response  made  quiver : 
Who  shamed  and  degraded  before  her  might  stand. 

Strive  would  she  e'er  to  deliver : 
Wealth  of  a  world  hath  she  wantonly  hurl'd. 
With  never  a  comment  from  lips  that  were  curl'd. 

Back  at  the  feet  of  the  giver. 

X. 
Vanity !  Vanity !    Seek  not  to  know 

Reasons  for  woman's  alluring : 
Ask  of  the  winds  why  they  fitfully  blow — 

Their  moods  are  the  more  enduring. 
To  me,  who  as  well  am  bound  'neath  her  spell. 
Purpose  of  charming  she  never  will  tell — 

Service  undying  assuring. 
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A  QUEEN  OF  THE  EARTH 


Fair  is  the  rose  in  its  fulness  of  bloom- 
Yet  but  ephemeral  pleasure 

Gives  it  that  craves,  for  an  ultimate  doom, 
Merely  to  yield  us  a  treasure. 

Ever  be  fain  of  desire  without  gain ! 

Seeking  enthralls  us,  but  finding  is  vain — 
And  null  is  the  joy  that  we  measure. 
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DEPTH5 


The  depths  wilhin  her  soft  love-limpid  eyes 
Are  like  two  crystal  pools  whereon  the  sun, 
In  golden  beam  by  fairy  shuttle  spun, 
The  glory  blazons  of  bright  summer  skies. 
Now  gleaming  clear ;  anon  faint  shadow  lies 
Darkling  within  them  (e'en  as  fleeces  run 
Athwart  the  brilliance) ;  now  a-dance  with  fun ; 
Or  fiU'd  by  love  with  subtly-sweet  surprise. 
And  one  can  read — when  fancies  chance  to  sleep 
Therein— each  beauty  of  her  maiden  thought ; 
Tho'  often,  as  twin-naiads  hunter-sought, 
The  fring^  lids  to  hide  their  presence  creep. 
But  dearest  are  they  when,  with  laughter  fraught, 
Thro'  all  their  wondrous  depths  the  lovelights  leap. 
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WINE  WITH  THE  BORQIAS 


The  gay  youth  comes  by  the  marble  stair  : 
Rouged  is  his  face  and  curl'd  is  his  hair ; 
His  cloak  it  is  rich  with  jewels,  and  fair ; 
Oh  !  his  heart  is  light,  he  hath  never  a  care  ! 
For  he  comes  to  take  wine  with  the  Borgias. 


r  =t  „ 


The  poor  youth  goes  by  the  secret  stair : 

Wan  is  his  face  and  dank  is  his  hair ; 

His  cloak  it  is  crumpled,  his  throat  it  is  bare : 

He  is  borne  shoulder-high.    He  hath  never  a  care. 

Who  hath  taken  his  wine  with  the  Borgias. 
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ABIDE  THOU 

Till  a  little  while,  abide  tho  i— 
Nor  doubt  I  come,  0  Heart's  Desire. 
Mine  every  thought  thy  soul  is  nigh'r 
Than  flowered  chaplet  to  thy  brow, 
Tho"  pansy-wrought.    Well  know  I  now 
That  heavy-winged  days  be  dire— 

Till  a  little  while,  abide  thou ; 

Nor  doubt  I  come,  0  Heart's  Desire. 

I  speak  not— but  thou  hearest  how 

I  sing  thee  with  a  jangled  lyre  : 

When  mine  thou  art,  shall  Heaven's  choir 

The  glory  of  my  songs  allow ! 

Till  a  little  while,  abide  thou— 

Nor  doubt  I  come,  0  Heart's  Desire. 
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THE  SAINTS 


Not  as  their  peers  of  ancient  days, 

The  rugged  saints  of  old, 
Are  the  sons  of  God  that  now  living  praise 

Him  in  works  manifold 

Then  was  the  cross  a  cross  in  fact — 

Now  'tis  but  unconcern  ; 
By  disdain  is  now  the  martyr  rackt — 

He  must  make  the  stake  to  burn. 

Yet  is  the  saint  of  present  days 

Great  as  his  peer  of  yore : 
Then  a  single  fire,  'fore  the  rabble's  gaze — 

Now,  alone  and  in  secret,  a  score : 

And  'tis  not  that  fire  of  fleshly  dole. 

Which  rapes  the  spirit  free  ; 

'Tis  an  inward  fire — once  cleansing  the  soul 

Unto  immortality. 
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PRESIDENT  ncKINLEY 


Assassinated,  6th  September,  1901. 

Oh,  deed  of  wanton  infamy  and  shame ! 
Flinging  a  sudden  shiver  thro'  the  world  ; 
Falling  undreamt-of— as  a  serpent  curl'd 
In  th'  anwarn'd  victim's  path  to  kill  or  maim 
Suddenly  strikes :  curst  be  the  very  name 
Of  him  thy  doer !  he,  to  torment  hurl'd ! 
O  God  of  Justice,  why  must  thus  be  furl'd 
The  stainless  banner  of  a  perfect  fame  ? 
Let  us  not  question  that  God  knoweth  best 
Man's  needs  :  we  see  His  working  but  begun. 
And  are  amazed— doubt  not  in  timely  sun 
The  seed  will  grow,  tho*  deep  in  earth  'tis  presst. 
Murder'd,  he  said,  "  His  will,  not  ours,  be  done  "- 
And  martyr'd,  gain'd  the  guerdon  of  God's  rest. 
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Peace,  and  peace  crown'd ! 
We  turn'd  not  the  share  from  the  furrow— 
Tho'  ill  was  the  ploughing  and  long, 

And  voices  around 
But  mock'd  at  our  eflfort  and  sorrow 
And  made  of  our  torment  a  song. 
Did  they  harm  us  with  rancorous  whining  ? 

The  dawn  of  God's  morrow 
Has  gleam'd— and  a  peaceful  day  shining 

Is  righting  the  wrong. 

Peace,  and  peace  crown'd — 
But  with  what  ?    Have  we  won  us  great  treasure  ? 
Were  barter'd  our  brothers  for  gold 

By  aliens  found  ? 
Ah  no !    We  have  pour'd  without  measure 
Our  blood — and  our  tears  are  untold — 
To  fling  open  a  door,  where  each  nation 

May  enter  at  pleasure ; 

Whence  the  gain,  to  a  new  generation, 

The  years  will  unfold. 
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Peace— and  peace  crown'd ! 
The  duty  is  done  that  was  given 
To  do.    Strong  limbs  are  uncurl'd, 

By  fanatics  bound ; 
And  a  land  from  oppression  is  riven, 
The  flag  that  brings  freedom  unfurl'd! 
We  have  wash'd  with  our  blood  the  dark  story ; 

Clean-heartedly  striven, 
And  won :  and  to  God  is  the  glory— 

The  gain,  to  the  world. 
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THE  GRAVES  OF  THE  ENQLISH  DEAD 


III  a  burial  ground  by  the  rim  of  the  sea,  that  fronts 

toward  the  crimson  west, 
'Mid  gathering  twilight,  I  sat  alone  where  the  dead 

were  lying  in  rest ; 
And  meseem'd  that  voices  from  far  away  with  longing 

vainly  cried — 
For  softly  I  heard,  as  it  sang  to  the  shore,  the  drone 

of  the  ceaseless  tide. 
As  the  moon  uprose  from  the  purple  waves, 
I  look'd  on  that  garden  of  serried  graves — 

And  sorrow  crept  to  my  side. 

"  These  are  such,"  I  mused,  "  all  sleeping  here,  as  have 

chosen  the  peaceful  life  ; 

As  have  lived  and  died  in  their  wave-girt  home,  unlured 

by  the  lust  of  strife ; 
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THE  GRAVES  OF  THE  ENGLISH  DEAD  96 

They  are  auch  as  humbled  themselves  to  fate,  choosing 

the  minor  pain — 
Yet  wrought  as  men  of  our  English  race — and  here  in 
their  home  are  lain : 
But  what  of  the  others— the  heroes  they  !— 
Who,  true  to  their  blood,  have  sail'd  away— 
And  will  never  return  again  ? 

Where  do  they  lie,  those  dauntless  ones,  who  in  pride  of 

their  English  birth 
Carried  the  sword  or  the  Word  of  God  to  uttermost 

parts  of  the  earth ; 
Who,  sharing  the  Christian's  burden,  have  suffer'd  and 

wrought  and  bled — 
And  stamp'd  for  ever,  the  wide  world  over,  marks  of 
their  tireless  tread  ? " 
And  lo !  in  a  vision  then  wrought  for  me, 
I  saw  in  the  lands  beyond  the  sea 
The  graves  of  the  English  Dead. 

I  saw  where  the  lonely  legion  lay,  afar  from  their 

island  home, 
like  seed  from  the  hand  of  a  sower,  like  stars  in  the 

heavens'  dome : 
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They  lie  in  the  five  big  continents ;  they  are  lull'd 

by  every  breeze ; 
Are  tomb'd  in  the  ice  of  antipodal  Poles,  or  'neath 
shade  of  the  tamarind  trees : 
And  such  as  were  whelm'd  by  the  vengeful  wavet 
Are  asleep  in  the  dusk  of  coral  caves 
In  the  depths  of  the  outer  seas. 

Where  sunless  the  far-away  circles  gloom  and  the  cold 

winds  moan  around 
Are  their  footsteps  lock'd  in  the  icefloe,  by  Death 

their  foeman  bound ; 
'Mid  the  waterless  deserts'  dustblown  drifts,  by  God 

and  devil  bann'd. 
The  tracks  of  our  brothers  who  challenged  Death  are 

lost  in  the  shifting  sand. 
Oh,  bravely  they  lived  and  as  bravely  died, 
These  men  that  wrought,  to  their  country's  pride, 

The  works  of  heart  and  hand. 


In  the  burial  ground  by  the  side  of  the  sea,  that  fronts 

to  the  mystic  west. 
By  light  of  the  moon,  I  sat  alone  where  the  dead  were 

taking  their  rest ; 
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And  meseem'd  that  a  voice  from  over  the  world  in  a 

yearning  whisper  said, 
"  How  long,  how  long,  dear  Lord,  how  long  ere  race  to 
race  be  wed  ? " — 
There's  a  voice  in  the  ocean's  muffled  roar 
Telling  a  tale  to  the  English  shore 
Of  the  graves  of  the  English  Dead. 
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'Twill  matter  not  if  few  there  be  that  read : 
'Twill  matter  not  if  there  be  none  to  praise : 
It  is  full  simple,  this,  the  poet's  creed— 
To  see,  to  dream  and  sing  thro'  all  his  days. 

For  some,  perchance,  of  kindred  soul  to  him 
May  read,  and  reading  find  surcease  of  pain ; 
Or  bitter  eyes  may  grow  with  softness  dim- 
Then  is  the  poet's  life  lived  not  in  vain. 

Nor  matter  it  if  those  that  scorning  read 
Should  mock  his  laughter  and  deride  his  tears : 
There  waits  a  solace  in  the  simple  creed— 
To  see  and  dream  and  sing  thro'  all  his  years. 
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